
(ould this be I, this bleary, shambling, hunted-looking tramp.'

IT was a sign in the showcase at the
side of the door that first attract¬
ed my attention. The sign read:

"Photos for Passports and Chauffeurs
Liscnces a Specialty. We Treat You
RIGHT." After all, I thought to mvsclf.
why not go in? This place was as good
as any, and I might as well have it ov< r

and done with. Kesides, I had already
eonceived a liking for the proprietor.
We had something in common. He

spelled "licensos" the way I have al¬
ways wanted to.

i studied the ahowcaae again. Under
the sign wire three small portraits of
unple-usant-looking men, presumahly
ehaufTeurs. Also, there were pictures
of two babies. The flrat was sitling in
a bowl, and wore a simple but becoming
one-pioce garment, cut low and trimmed
with a large safety-pin. The second
was lying flat upon its stomach, and
wore nothing at all. A card underneath
read, "This Style 3 for $1." I blushed
and entered.
The photographor must have been

ting nie. That is the only way I
ran rxplain the warmth of his greet

Of course, I had spoken to sev¬

eral friends, in a casual way, about go¬
ing lo hava this pieture taken, and evi-

ly the news had leaked out. You
know how people are about repeat ing

things. At any rate. he smiled cordial-
|y, eommented upon the remarkably aat-

te of the weather, and haz-
arded the opinion thal I wanted a photo-
graph.

"I want," I said, "a photograph. A
license photograph."
"One 7"
"One, How much are they. and when

i an 1 get it'."'
"Fifty cents apiece. Hav after to-

niorrow."
This was disconcerting. Somehow 1

had had an idea that one went into a

photograph gallery. laid down a quar¬
ter, and came away clutchlng a finished
portrait of one's self. Fifty cents
seemed an overlarge sum to pay for one

small picture, eapecially a picture that
was going to be ueed for identiflcatory
rather than decorativo purposes. It
wasu't as though 1 were planning to
hang it up in our Uving-room to amuse

callera, or mail it, autographed, to an

admirer. I said as much.
He continued to sniile. "Or you can

have half a dozen for two dollars," he
r< marked, cheerfully.

I made a rapid mental calcuiation. If
I bought six, I would be paying only
33.:VX):VX\ cents apiece. That was <!''-
cidedly more like.
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"Or," he added, "a dozen for three

dollars,"
I made another calculation.a more

rapid one. since there were no decimals
involved. Hy buying a dozen I would

bring the price down to a quarter
apiece, the very amount 1 had figured
on paying in Ihe first place. I stole a

glance al the photographer. He was

still amiling, apparently obliviotja to the
fact that he had just quoted me a price
that gave me "half ofl"," as the saying
is. Still. that was his lookout. Btisi-
ness is buaineaa, aay I- H behooved me

to map him up before he saw his ridic-
ulous error.

"I'll take a do/A," I said, with as-

eumed indifference.
"Yet, sir. Name and address, please.

Three dollars. pleaae."
l ND now. aubtly, hia manner under-
^ went a change. Before, it was l
who had been master of the situation.
had I not compelled him to cut his price
in half? But money had passed be¬
tween us, and now it was 1 who followed,
he who led.

"Step this way!" he directed, erisply.
"You'll want to brush up a bit."

1 didn't, but I stepped obediently up
to a mirror, and looked in. Now, I am
not a vain man. but I have my pride. I
Hat ter myself that my appearance, while
hardly ravishing, is at least not repel-
lant. And I try to be a neat dresser,
though, perhaps, not a snappy one. But
when I looked into that mirror I re-

COiled. Could this be I, this bleary.
shambling, hunted-looking tramp? Too
late I realized that I should have shaved
that morning. My coat was rumpled,
my collar was utterly wrong, my hair
wanted ciitting. and my tie was obvious-
lv in need of drastic revision downward.
I pawed feebly at my back hair, and
then, bent and broken, turned away,

hoping to slink out unnoticed. Hut it
was not to be. Tpon my ears fell the
Inexorable voice of the photographer.
"No; in here," it said.
When I had my last regular photo-

graph taken. back in 1904, the photog¬
rapher had kept his camera in a nice,
airy, greenhouse sort of place, with in¬
teresting little roller shades running up
and down thc glass walls. Science had
evidently made great strides since then,
for the place into which I was now
nshered was nothing at all like a green¬
house. It was more like a college fra-
ternity lodge-room. There was the
same absence of windows and atmos-
phere, and the same sense of some¬

thing important being about to take
place which you knew probably wouldn't
turn out to be very important, after all.
An evil-looking green light, burning in
a glass tube, added materially to the
ghaatlineaa of the general effect.
"Now, if you'll sit there".he mo-

tioned vaguely toward a high stool. I
clambered up and sat grimly waiting,
while the photographer, wrapping his

head in a black shawl, disappeared be¬
hind the camera.

"Now, faee this way! No; not ao

much. That's right, now, chin up!
More! .More yet. That's right. Now.
hold that!"

1 held it. He came out and did some¬

thing mysterious with a plate-holder.
"Ready, now! A little more cheerful,

please."
I essayed a ghastly ismirk.
"Hold it! St-e-a-d-y. Good!"
I started to climb down, hopefully.

But he waved me baek.
"Do you know," he said, meditatively.

"I believe I'l! take a couple more of you.
Vou're an unusually good sitter."

"Well," I thought, "that is decent of
him! So I'm a good sitter? Why, this
being photographed isn't. so bad, after
all. I suppose there m something a

little out of the ordinary in my appear¬
ance. Now that I think of it, several
of my friends have mentioned the fact.
I'm probably not so bad-looking, at that.
Really, now, the fellow sems to have
taste."
He suddenly ran behind the camera

and puahed it violently toward me,
stopping only when the lens waa prae¬
tieally pointing down my throat. I
opened my mouth to say "ah-h," but he
stopped me.

"No; mouth elosed. Faee the camera!
Ohin up. .More. Hold that! A little
more cheerful, please! St-e-a-d-y. Good !

No; wait a minute. Side faee, now. Look
up a little! Chin up! More. Hold that!
A little more cheerful, please. St-e-a-d-y.
Good! That's all.''

It was over. I could go out into the
world, out into the sunahine, aerene in
the knowledge that the picture had been
taken, and that I was an unusually good
sitter.

r\S Wednesday I returned. The pho-
tographer remembered me almost

immediately, and brought out the
photograph..*. I surveyed them with
mild interest.

"Wait!" he said. "I have something
to show you." He dived behind the
counter and brought up two large
proofs.

"There!" He beamed triumphantly.
"What do you think of those?"

I Iooked at them. Yes; they were in-
dubitably I. But what a changed I,
what an idealized, transcendentalized I!
Gone were the stray tufts of hair that
are wont to stick out pleasantly from
behind my ears; gone was the smal!
mole on my forehead; gone were the
lines that time and suffering and heavy
thinking have graven deep in my rather
interesting faee. Upon that revised
and expurgated countenance was a

tolerant smile, Buddha-like and inscrut-
able. Some one had been at work on

that faee, some one who objected vio¬
lently to my usual features and who
had resolved to do what he could to
make a decent job of them.

"There!" He beamed triumphantly. "What do you think of (hose?

"But," I aaid feebly, "I didn't order
these."

"I assume all the risk," he added re-

proachfully. "The loss is mine if you
don't take them."

I hesitated. Here was a crisis. Of
course the fellow had no business to go
taking pictures of me that I hadn't
ordered. On the other hand, the mis-
ehief was done, and it was obvious from
his tone that if I didn't jump into the
breach and order a dozen or so his en¬

tire business would simply be thrown
into bankruptey. Could I stand by and
see him lose the savings of a lifetime?
Hang it, no! A man has to do the de¬
cent thing. I made the only remark
possible.
"How much are they?" I asked.
He grew confidential. "Well, I'll tell

you. These are our regular art panel
folders, on genuine platinum paper.
But on the other hand, I've already got
the negative, and it's no use to me un¬

less you order some, is it?"
He laughed. But there was a foreed

note in it. Obviously, I had him at my
mercy.

"So, seeing as I have the negative.
I'm going to make you a special rate.

I'm going to let you have a dozen of
these." his voice sank, and he bent
over and eyed me significantly."for
fif-teen dollars."

I moistened my dry lips. Thnt is
what people do. isn't it, when they feel
asl felt?

"But I haven't fifteen dollar? with
me." I managed to articulat.'.
"Oh, that's all right," he interrupted

hastily. "I know you're good for it. I
know I ean trust a man of your -*tand-
ing. Just pay anything you like, now,
as a deposit. and pay the re-*t when you
come to get the pictures."

I made one last attempt. "I have
only five dollars." I muttered hoarsely.
"Five dollars T-h-a-t's all right.

Certainly. Thank you. Name and ad¬
dress. please."
rp HE pictures will be readv on Tuee-
* day. But I shall not eall for them
in person. I have given Marsh th.- ten
dollars, and have asked him if he'd
mind stopping to get them on his way
home. Five years ago Marsh did me

an evil turn. He has long sinee for-
given me, but I have not forgotten.
And now my hour has struck. He is
going to eall for those pictures. ar.d I
know what is going to happen to him.
He is going to sit for one doctl

license photographa of himself. which
he cannot possibly use, and for <ine

dozen art panel folders on genuine
platinum paper. which he empha-i ally
will not want. And he is going tfl pa\J
eighteen dollars for the privilegc

SWEEPINGS FROM INKPOT ALLEY
BY TANSY M'NAB

IT is abeot ten years ag*o, wc believe, since
Mr. G-ntnan Borglum, the sculptor, g..t in
trouble irlftiut angels. Mr. Horglum ha.i

beea sculpir.g some angels foi the Cathedral
of St, John the Divine, ard all wns going well
until Borr.e acute official of the Cathedral dis-
i. \errd with horror that M**. Hnrglum's angeh
wi-re of the >:. itler sex. The cathedral authori
ti.s showed conclusively that the perfect an^el
id never a lady, though of course not even a

biabop w. uld dare maintain that a lady may
nnt be a perfect angel.
These lady angels who have no real standing

are familiar to us as winge*d maidens in flnwin-c
iiightiers boVflflrinS above crndl<*t* prmeipally i*i

snap lithnirraphs anrl U cent engravings. Ae

cording to 11. (I. Welln, they were or'.ginally
niaade in (iennany. Possibiy they were the pre
currflors of the Zeppelins.
Among conU-mpor iry writers of fiction Mr.

WnDa, James Stephens and Anatole Kranee KTC

eonspicuous amon*. thoSB who have nttemptc
to depict angels. None- of them fell into Mr.
Borglum'B ernir, though lf. Kranee permits e lt!

ef hia anpels temporarily to assume the shap
nf a woman.

Mr. Wells's angel, in "Thc Wonderful Visit."
it brought U) larth by 1 charge of swan shot
lir«-d by the vicar of BtdflV rmorton, who has a

taslfl for oniithology. Mr Wells tclls us:

'The vicar stood aghast, with his smokin,,*
gun in hia hand. lt wns no bird at all, but .1

youth with an extremely bflBHltlfttl face, clad .1

.1 robe of aaffron an.l with iridescent \

across whose pin 10ns great waves of color.
flushes of purple and crimson. fljoldfln green an 1

intense blue, pursued on,- another as he writhe 1

in his agony. Never bad the vicar seen such

gorgeoua floodfl of color; not even stain.-d glass
windows. not the win;:.: af butterflics, not >.%. n

the glorles of crystals seen between piisena
could compare with them. Twice the anj: 1
raised himself, only to fail over t^ideways again.
Then the berMn.** of the winps dimini.-hed. *h;

torrifted faee grew pale, thfl flooda of
¦!, Bnd Buddcnly witi a sob he lay prone.

"'Dear me!' iaid the vicar. 'I had no Idea.'
}].¦ came fon*.ard ca il 'Excuse me,1 he
said. 'I am afraid 1 have shot you."*
Thc vicar t.»>k the angel honii- and tii

Injured wing. Also be clothed him in a

suit of caet-off black, because the curata1
and di r tennii in

thi- garden, had caught a glimpa him In bi**
Bhort, saffron robe and luffercd a --huck to their

, of proprii tj
Th<- eurate nnd his wife eoald nol bec

raconciled to th<- angel'i preaence in the vicar-
h|*e. The village doctor wa iouaofhim.
The villag ¦- him as a T he
gmall boya thi- at liim

ni made him Ic*
a hunchback, Bul old Lady Eiammergallow,
wh.. lived chiefly on burgundy and tht- aeandala
<d Um village, took him ap becauie hc eouid
.voke divine rwondfl from the vicar'a i

had him in to play at one of her aftern
But it was diacovered ht- could nol read i
t«f music. And hia mannera were ati eiou
fact, he had no manneri al all. Re actually
treati ag maid ns if ihfl wer* one of
Lady HammergaHow1! gueata. Only fawncy!
The dejected vicar lead him home in diagrace.

Bot worafl was to come. Thc angel could not

nnderstand why certain peraona had I pl
all day in thc hot ll whilfl thfl virar and Sir
.lohn (lotrh sat at a .-. Thc vicar loaned him
a book on political economy, bul Bomehow that
did not help. lt was mmored 'hat he wa

making tot ialiatic ipeechee in the village. More
over, hfl tore op ¦ ad ol barbed wire that fence
,n Blr John Goteh'fl eatate, under thc imprea-
-ion that it wai flotnfl malignant plant. A little
girl had torn her hand rn it. Finally. in a :it
of anft-elu.' rage, he nearly killed Sir John.

Of course. iail loomed ahead fnr the an*re:ic

vi.-itor. Diflconiolnte, hc went inte the vicar's
n at night nnd tried t.i fly away. Hut his

wing- had flhronk. He fell to the ground nreep-
ing and Delia, the vicar'a little maidaervant,
?came out nnd eomforted him. He had fnllen
in love orith Delia She eemed, exeopting tbe
vicar, tO be the only person he had met who

Bed tendernesfl ar.d sympathy.
Mrs. Hinijer, tlie vicar'a h'msekeep.-r, hap-

pi ned -'..¦ th. -¦¦¦ ne in the gnrdcn. she amfl
shoekad. She believed the angcl'a intcntiona
u. ie ii..t honorable. she gnve notiec

In thi- crisis the viearage caught lire. (M
>'. lovea to aolvfl hia problenaa with a con-

ion.} iJeha dsflhed into the burning
ihe angel'- tiddle. The angel

rushed in after her. The flames ahol up in a

blinding gtnre "A ru.-h <>f music, like the
asrell of nn otgsn, arove into the roaring of thfl
flamca." Littlfl Ketty Pensnncs saw two flg*
ii..- aritb vringa flaflfa upward and mniih.
Jninea Stephens'a nngels, in "The Detni*

." flnd mueh ieaa difllculty in their mortai
environmeni. The [rishmen in the book nccepl
them as a matter of pmrse. They believe in
nngelfl, while in Kngland there is probably no

one, with the exi< pti-.n ef Sir James Harrie
and Mr. Chssterton, who would cre.lit them
even on sight. This is not that 1 rishmen are

r* irallj nv re creduloua than Engliihmen. To
an Irishman no phenomenon could be more

unnatural an.l absurd than the government of
Inland. lt ia easy for him to believe in ihe
reality of fairy 11 BU00 he has to believe
in the reality of Dublin Castle. Angela are

credible beings to him because the Lord Lieu¬
tenant and his executive household are al¬
ready there, Iiving manifestations of a stranger
diabolism.

Mr. Stephens gives us three angels One was

an old angcl, wi.se and childish and kind; the
seeor.d. dark and determined, Iooked like a man

of forty; and the third was "young and swift
and beautiful." All three were dark, with dark
eyes. Mr. Wells's angcl had brown eyes.

This must be a sad blow to Mr. Arthur Bris-
nane, who has demonstrated in his editorials
time and again that all persons who amount to

anything have blue eyes. The proof of thia is
that people like Queen Vietoria, Shakespeare.
Sir Walter Raleigh and Mr. Hearst are num-

bered among the blue-eyed folk. But angrls.
it flflflflM, are different.

Mr. Stephens's three angels, in their beauti¬
ful jewclled robes, fly to earth and join the
campflr* of Patsy IfacCana, an itinerant bag-
..ir and petty thief. They wish to travel the
roada with IfacCann. But he is a eautknu
man.

"What would the priest say," he whispers to
h\< daughter, "if he heard we were stravaigin^*
the country with three big buck angels, and
they full of tricks maybe?"

But his daughter perauaden him to take th i

angfllfl along. They put an unwonted itran
on the eommiasanat.

"I»o you know," said Patsy, "tha* the hard-
e.t thing in the world Ifl to get the food, and a

body |fl never done looking for it? . . .

We'!! have to search for what we eat to-night,
nnd in the morning we'll have to look again for
more of it, and the day after that, and every
day until we are dead we'll have to go on

-earehing for the food."
"I would have thought," said the eldest an¬

gel, "that of all problems food would be the
simplest in an organized ioclety."
Again thii smacks of radicaliam or locialiim

But Mr. Stephens is too flie an artist to let nis

angels bore us. They went war.derjng through
the country with Patsy MacCann and Ufl
daughter, meeting with advenlurcs. It wa-

their privilegfl to be present at the second mor-
tal death of Brien O'Brien, most engaging of
scoumlrels. They made the aequaintance of
the thin man and Eileen ni Coolcy and Billy
the Music and many others. And the youngest
angel fell in love with the beggarman's daugh¬
ter, Mary MacCann.

Ik-re ifl the picture of Mary. There may be
better pcn portraitfl in books, but we have not

seen them.
"She was big in build and hone, and she was

beautiful and t'ear'.es:-. Kram-'d in a rusty
shawl, her faee leaped out instant and catchin ;
as a torch in darkness; under her clumsy gar¬
ments one divined a body to be adored as a

revelation; she walked carelessly as the win 1
walks, proudly as a young queen trained in

grandeur. She could leap from wherfl
stood, as a wildcat that leapfl terribly from

quietude; *he could run as a deer runs an 1

pause at full tlight like a carven -statue. Eath
movement of hers wus compiete and lovgly in
itself; when she lifted a hand to her hair th.-
free attitude wa.-. a mar\el at .-omposure; it

might never have begun and might never cea< .;

it was solitary and perfeet; she had that

beauty that raises the mind of man to im

ecstasy which is murderous if it be not art:

and she was so conscious of her lovelineso tha*.
she could afford to forget it, and so care'.e
that she had never yet used it as a weapon. .,

a plea."
Small wor.der that the youngest angel, wh.-n

the time came for them to leave, tore his b..-.-.--
tiful wings aiunder and stayed with Mar
MacCann.
M. France'i angels, in "The Revolt of tho

Angels," are. ineorrigibly Gallic; that is, they

are Intereeted in philosophy and n ithni
and women. They seem more human than an-

gelic. In fact, they are not mueh more than
!ay tigures on which M. France hangfl hia anli-
thcifltlc satire and through which I
in his love for roughhouae. Any Fn hman
wl... wrote auch a book two hun lred jreara ifcJ
would have been burnt at '1 Any
Frenchman who eoald write such a

would be BSSUred of his place in the i-nn<:.i

Academy. It ifl not a book for th.-
neSfl man, or for bnbflj and auckl

M. France provides a 1.1-era! number of an¬

gels. Three hundred of them attend a reVOBf"
tionary meeting in Paris. Among ""

thona who have beo>me printers, garder.. ra and
mueicinns; a bankei and a Japnm

[ies man in .1 -.-¦¦. braad
by bb .-ji'.-u. The bai runs

true tO hi- eaithly type. Hfl I
revolution in heaven.and Inveetfl in Bl

plants on earth.
It is a startliner fact that the Vt*

of M. France, the ii- .-'-1 of N''

and the Irish Mft I flf Mr. Btaphenfl Bffl *.'
alike deplornl ly r »1 Um wlh
riff-raC bej gai
mannen arould pr fooi s Bffi
phry Ward. Ther eeor *.*'**»
re-t-mble more c'.o-ely th
aml Big Bill Haywood than tfcom tt, let u*

iay, formsr P .o dent Taft. They arenW
cause grave | - among
Ideaiii e fi itor Murray Crane and D*
Nicholas Murray Hutler. The-e iagi
short, are a uhiquitous lot.ar.d pa arlflh n<>

WOOld visit Ameriea. Perhaps he could i'-.'er-

pret Mr. WHaaaVa lectures.

Wi wish iho that same of OOT Americfli
fiction writers « lUld try to dir an iSJgil k*-""
interesting B an American ar.g.'. 9twt

by Ernest Poo'e or Stephen Whitman t fW
sihly Harry I WilflaflB. < --uverneur Morrifl

might have done ne for us ten ye*'- *n**\

but ilas, Mr. Morris has been writing kiaa*

ing stories too


